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Nothing is visible
but for the light of street-lamps!
Shall we go home
or sit for a while?
Let us go far away
from the aggressive tiger
of tomorrow,
from the dreadful biting cold
of yesterday,
from the park, from the people,
from the light, from the voices,
from the silent darkness,
from the boring faces
of lifeless puppets.
Let us go,
let us do something.
Let us go, let us go.
Where is our Jerusalem2?
Where is our Benares3?
Where is our Mekka4?
Where is our Bodhi5 tree
that gave shelter
to suffering millions?
Where is the pilgrimage of souls?
Where is the fragrance
of heavenly coral flowers?
Crossing the oceans
of water, milk and blood
thrusting a sword
in the chest of the demon,
can you get the diamond-lamp
shining on the head
of the thousand-headed cobra
in dense woods, where
even ants cannot enter?
Throw a piece of meat